THE   GREEN  EDGE   OF   ASIA

book, and the ticket, were discovered. In English I
apologized; I smiled and thanked them. They laughed.
Downstairs they lined up while I pushed into my
foreign shoes; and as they had greeted me, so they
bade me good-bye.

Floundering down the village street in the grey
afternoon, the snow still falling, I passed between the
open shops under their little brown roofs, the oranges
and toys and rolls of cotton cloth now lustreless and
unlit. I passed swathed and padded Japanese five-year-
olds, a flush over their brown cheeks, eyes sparkling
and black, as they slithered doggedly about on
bamboo skis. I passed swirling motor-loads of Japanese
boys, off, not to visit temples, but for ski-ing parties.
I overtook a disconsolate porter from the foreign-style
hotel, and we turned into the station together, He
took off his snow-covered hotel porter's cap, drew in
his breath with the hiss that common courtesy
required, and bowed.

I returned the bow only, and stepped into the
waiting train. When I reached Tokyo it was dark.